And imperturbable^ the Spirit of Bharat-land,

O poet3 fa&$ placed upon thy face her eyes afire

With love and struck vast chords upon her vibrant lyref

Wherein there is no voice of sorrow, shame or fear

Nor penury nor want. And so, today, I hear

The oceans* restless roar borne by the stormy wind3

The impetuous torrent's dance riotous and swift and blind'

Disdaining walls of rock: the voice of thunder deep

Awakening with its giant call the clouds of Sleep.

Amid this song of triumph vast encircling mes

Mabindranathy O Aurobindo, bows to thee !